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RIGHT J AND I HAVE MY OWN ) THOSE FOUR SOLDIERS 
51V ANA ARMY. TOO i 5EE, / ARE THE FEARSOME 
- HERS IT COMES.' HEW, HEH, /FOURSOME J CRIMINALS, 

HEH i — ^WANTED BY THE POLICE J 

SO YOU'RE HIDING PUBLIC 
EWE.WIES HERE, EH ? 




CORRECT. FOREIGNER ! WHAT'S ^ 
MORE, 1 NOW DECLARE CAPTAIN 1 
MARVEL AN UNDESIRABLE 

alien J DEPORT HIM L 



HOLY MOLEY . 
AND I CAN'T RESIST 
WITHOUT BEING ON THE 
WRONG SIDE OF THE 
LAW 1 




AIR FORCE .' DRIVE HIM AWAY - 
AND REMEMBER, CAPTAIN MARVEL 
— IF YOU RETURN AND ATTACK- 
IT'S INTERN ATI ON A l_ 

AGGRESSION, AND 
THE UNITED NATIONS 
WILL SET AFTER. 
YOUi HEHHh" 




. ,PTA(N MARVEL FACES. THE 
MOST BAFFLING DILEMMA OF 
HIS CAREER, UNABLE FOR ONCE 
TO SEIZE THE EVIL SCIENTIST 
WHO IS THE ENEMY OF , 
CIVILIZATION ON EARTH '. 

MY HANOS ARE TIED* 
5IVANA IS LEGALLY IN THE 
RIGHT, THIS TIME i HE'S 
SUCCEEDED IN SETTING UP 
HIS OWN! KINGDOM / RIGHT 
ABOVE AWE RICA i I'D BETTEf? 
WARN WASHINGTON 
' i ABOUT THISi THIS 
IS A GRAVE EMER- 
GENCY! 
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CE AGAIN 
THS MAGIC 
U6HTNING CHAW6ES 
BILLY INTO 
CAPTAIN , 



BUT FORTUWATELV, THE WORLD'S ^-^,7 
E&T WORTAL l» W.P6RVIOU& TO ALL EVIL 

agencies, awd "IftWSSS, A J ' 

WHAT SIVANA'S FRIGHT FPU PLOT IS , __ 



IP THESE POISONOUS LBAFUBTB — 
5 PRE AD OVER AtfVERtCAi THEY'D ALL JOIN 
SIVANA I'LL TAKE THF" 
LEAFLETS AWAY ' 




wJaPTAIN MARVEL GATHERS ALL THE 
y&H ft FTO ^ ANP WtPE *HD RNALLY.. 
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THE QUICK 

AND 
CULTURAL WW 
TO CREASE 

VOUR 
TROUSERS 
15 TO F WO 
OUT UJHEN 
SOME LOCAL 
DEPARTMENT 
STORE IS 
TO HA'JE A 
SPECIAL SALE 
ON WOMEN'S 
APPAREL! 



"de^ELQP A «U.-B«0 ftEW! MAD tttlWb UMWOrf 




WHIZ COMICS 



DOG S DAY 

A Wicky and Q'Shawneasy Story 



By Waller Farmer ■ 




THERE WAS a very pleasant woods at the 
south edge of town and Wicky Burke 
often went there for a romp with his big 
shaggy dog, O'Shawnessy. Wicky liked the 
nice smell of trees and the thick carpeting 
of moss underfoot. O'Shawnessy liked the free- 
rU.m f rom ,1 leash and the chance to go sniffing 
around in the underbrush without getting that 
terrible gasoline smell of the city streets up 
his nose. He also had a good time chasing 
squirrels. 

O'Shawnessy never actually caught a squir- 
rel. He sort of played tag with them. He would 
see one and start barking furiously as he ran. 
The squirrel, warned by the barking, would 
scamper to the nearest tree and sit there, chat- 
tering away, taunting O'Shawnessy. You could 
Bltnosl imagine you heard the squirrel saying, 
■'Come nn and get me. you big, shaggy boob!" 

They had been in the woods about a half- 
hour on this certain day and Wicky was get- 
ting very thirsty. He said, "Come on, O'Shaw- 
nessy. we're heading for home." With a few 
final barks at a big. chattering gray squirrel. 
O'Shawnessy reluctantly obeyed his master's 
voire and followed toward the road. Wicky 
was thinking how swell a big chocolate soda 
would taste, but when he felt in his pocket 
hi found he had no money at all. 

As they reached the road, a gray sedan ap- 
proached. Two men were in it. The car passed 
a few yards beyond the boy and dog, then, 
screeched to a stop. The men hopped out and 
one of them hollered, "Hey, there, sonl 
Where'd you get that dog?" 

"Huh?" said Wicky. "Why, I've always had 
him. Since a puppy!" 

The other man said, "He's a dead ringer, 
Mac!" 

"Near enough," said Mac. "How much do 
you want for the mutt, kid?" 

"Oh. I wouldn't sell O'Shawnessy. He's my 
buddy." declared Wicky, scratching the dog's 
head. 

"Give you five bucks for him, kid." said 
Mac, opening his wallet. As Wicky shook his 



head negatively, the man drew out a ten dol- 
lar bill, held it toward the boy, and said, 
"Here's ten. How about ten?" 

"No!" said Wicky, steadfastly, "I wouldn't 
sell my pal for a million or even a trillion!" 

The other man said. "Let me handle this, 
Mac." He turned to Wicky. "I know how you 
feel about the dog. boy. If you lost him, it 
would break your heart, wouldn't it? Well. 
I'll tell you why we're interested in your dog. 
There is this kid, just about your age or maybe 
a little younger. He had a dog, see, that looks 
just like your dog. The two of them got hit 
by a car, and the dog got killed and the little 
kid got knocked out. He's in the hospital now 
and he's in bad shape. He doesn't Tcnow his 
dog got killed and he keeps crying and hol- 
lering for 'Sport.' That's his dog's name. 

"Well, the doctor told us that if he could 
have Sport come in and see him, it would do 
the kid more good than medicine. So we would 
be glad to buy you a soda or anything you 
want if you'd just lend us your dog for a few 
minutes to cheer up this poor little sick kid." 

Mac got into the act. He had his face screwed 
up and he wiped an imaginary tear from hi* 
eye. "Yen," he sobbed, "it would break your 
heart to hear this little kid with his little 
white face on his white pillow hollering. 
'Rover! Rover, my dog! Come here, Rover!'" 
"1 thought you said his name was Sport!" 
said Ricky. 

"Huh? Oh, yes. Sport was his first name 
and Rover was his middle name. His whole 
name was Sport Rover Smith. With dogs there 
are so many Sport Smiths that they all have 
to have a middle name so they don't get each 
other's mail or something." 

"Stow it, Mac!" growled the other man. out 
of the side of his mouth. Then, to Wicky, 
"Come on, boy. You and your dog hop in our 
car and we'll take you to the hospital. The 
little kid will think O'Shawnessy is his dog. 
It'll make him completely well." 

Being good-hearted, Wicky agreed. They 
drove to a nearby hospital and parked on a 
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»ide street. Then they walked around the cor- 
ner to the front entrance. Wicky wanted to 
go into the hospital^ with the men, but they 
told him the little kid wasn't allowed to see 
any strangers because it might upset him. So 
while Wicky waited outside, the two men led 
O'Shawnessy through the front door. Then 
they led him right through a . corridor, out 
the side door and into their car. They sped 
away. 

After waiting a long, long time, Wicky 
entered the hospital. He tiptoed to a desk 
where a receptionist in white uniform was 
writing. The woman looked up- and asked, 
"What can I do for you, young man?" 

"I'm looking for my dog," said Wicky. 

"This is the wrong place. No dogs are al* 
lowed ih here." » 

"But my dog came in," said the boy. "Two 
men brought him in to cheer up the little kid 
that got hurt in the accident." 

"I'm afraid you've made a mistake," declared 
the receptionist. "There are no children here. 
This is The Hospital for the Aged.'* 

The police found it difficult to believe 
Wicky's story. As they pointed out, O'Shaw- 
nessy was not a thoroughbred dog. They were 
Astonished that anyone would offer as much 
as ten dollars for him. 

And even when .Wicky's earnestness per- 
suaded them to put credence in his fantastic 
tale, the police had nothing much to go on. 
The boy's description of the two men was 
general and vague, he knew only that one of 
them was called "Mac" and he couldn't remem- 
ber the license number of their car. 

Weeks passed. Months. And there was no 
sign of O'Shawnessy. At first Wicky wept 
openly, then he merely brooded. He lost 
weight. Whenever anything reminded him of 
his old pal, a lump came, to his throat. His 
parents were worried about him and did every- 
thing possible to divert him. One evening, 
with this in mind, they took him to a movie. 

Among the "coming attractions" was shown 
a "trailer" from a movie entitled, "Laddie 
Wins a Home." The famous actor, Hector 
Demure, called out, "Come here, Laddie, boy!" 
and a big, shaggy dog trotted across the screen. 

Wicky jumped on his seat and hollered out 
Inud, "Mom! Pop! Look! That's not Laddie 
1 — that's -O'Shawnessy !" 



The people in the theater, even his mother 
and lather, thought the lad had gone crazy. 
His parents led him out of the movie house 
and tried to quiet him down. But Wicky would 
not be quieted. "I tell you, that was really 
O'Shawnessy!" he insisted. "I know my own 
dog. Take me to Hollywood, dad. Please. I've 
got to get my good old dog back!" 

"Give me a little time to think about it," 
said Mr. Burke. He held a pjivate consulta- 
tion with his wife, Both agreed that "Laddie" 
and "O'Shawnessy" couldn't possibly be the 
same dog. They declared that their son, in his 
desperate search, was clutching at straws. But 
they decided that the best thing for him would 
be to take him to Hollywood and let him see 
for himself that he had made a mistake. 

The Burkes got a pass to visit the set where 
a movie entitled, "Laddie Is a Hero," was being 
made. They were cautioned to be very quiet. 
Many signs hanging around and about said 
"Quiet!" Nevertheless, when Wicky saw the 
dog, acting up there on the sound stage, he 
hollered out, "O'Shawnessy!" 

"Laddie" raised his ears, turned his head, 
and in three bounds was at Wicky's side, lick- 
ing the boy's face and having his own neck 
scratched. 

A T FIRST, the director was pretty angry 
about having the scene spoiled, but when 
the whole story came out, he mellowed and 
treated Wicky like a big wheel. The whole 
story was this: With a movie only half fin- 
ished, the original Laddie had run away. The 
film was too expensive to junk, so scouts had 
been sent out to find and buy a double for 
Laddie. The two who found O'Shawnessy had 
stolen him when they couldn't buy him. They 
were arrested, and wouldn't tell where they 
had gotten the dog, but now, Wicky almost 
felt sorry for them. After all, they hadn't hurt 
his "pal," they'd made him a movie atari 
THE END 



Read the •dveotsrea of 
WICKV AND O'SHAWESSY 
eeeh month in WHIZ COMICS 
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UUT BVEtJ AS MIGHTY EKCAUBUR 

pe&cenps for -me pbath slow, 

fltlNCE IBIS WHISPERS ft CWfrtANP 
TO THE iBISTICK! 



I ORPEREP THE IBlSTICK TO , 

crawe an iwo,eE of mvself; 

IT Wft5 ONLY THK IMAGE YOU 
ATTACKED* WITH EXCftLIBUR--- 
MJt> MOT MY REAL FORM i 
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I WOULDN'T JUMP TO SUCH RASH 

CONCLUSIONS! J — — : 

KARNAK^^-,/*^ f iBtS. BUT- 



C7ATER1 WITH KARNAK A PRISONER 
AMD THE STRANGE TALE TOLD ... 



YOU HAVE FOUGHT NOBLY, WHITE 
KNIGHT ! STAY WITH US AWHILE AND 

WELCOME TO THE 1 ™* 

COMPANY OF THE I I AM HONORED, 
ROUND TABLE •/ YOUR MAJESTY i 




Shortly afterwards.... 



Hfc-u. ftHMAN 

there; I've 

DESTKOVE0 H© 
LASfT TtMB 



OUR WORK HERE 
IS PONE/ MY 
PRINCE • KARNAK 
IS LANGUISHING 
IMTHE PUNGEONS/PtLLS AND IN 
OF CAMELOT i Vthis ERA MB 
■*T«0N'T BE ABLE 
TO FfNO tWO 
NECESSARY IN' 
GREDIEMTS T& 
REPLACE THEM I 



39 



QUICKLY, THE MAGIC ISISTICK RESTORES PRINCE IBS 

AND TWA TO THEIR OWN TIME < f — - 

— ■- — — — ■ — Tp*-* BUT- BUT THAT.S 

LOOK, MY PRINCE i I FOUND [a PICTURE OF ME- 
THIS PICTURE IN AN OLD / AS THE WHITE 
VOLUME OF KING ARTHUR KNIGHT i . . „ 
" HIS KWISHTS i S ^— - — -if C2H & 




KING ARTHUR MUST HAVE J IT'S ONLY FAIR, I 
ORDERED THE COURT J YOU WON THE HONOR. 
PAINTER TO INCLUDE *~\ BY YOUR VICTORY IN 
ME AMONG THE KNIGHTS THE GREAT TOURNA- 
OF THE ROUND TABLE I 



MENTJ 
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